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RED LOVE WAS STRICTLY NO GOOD. 
SHE THOUGHT DANIEL CUPID 
EXCEEDINGLY STUPID 


EVER SHE COULD, 


GREATNESS 
What is greatness?” a little lad asked 
Me as he sat upon my knee. 
{ scratched my nead and I thought 
awhile: 
‘hen it came to me. 
“Greatness,” I said, “is like a flower 
that grows along the lane: 
When twilight fades and dar kness 
comes, } 
its fragrance will remain. 
Men are ‘ike that flower, my son, 
_ When they fade trom view. - 
If their greatness is truly great 
it ait stil rernain with you.” 
--ABRKAK AM LINCOLN. 
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THE VALENTINE. 
By M. D. BRINE. 


On, far and fast’ have I ridden to day, 

With hopes so bright and with heart so gay, 
To bring to thee, lady, the valentine 

Which lies in this faithful heart of mine. 
Lean, I pray, from thy balcony’s height, 

And give me a glance from thine eyes so bright. 
See, here are posies to plead for me 

That I thy valentine true may be. 


The earth is bright and the earth is fair, 
Tne world is full of its treasures rare; ‘ 
I would bring them all to lay at thy feet 
For the gift of thyself, O lady sweet. 
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The sunbeams into a crown I’d weave, 

For thine own ‘bright head, sweetheart, believe ; 
But no brighter sunshine beneath the skies 
Do J ask than the light in thy tender-eyes 


Oh, far and fast I have ridden to-day. 
Accept my valentine, lady, pray ; 

Tis only the gift of a loyal heart 

That loves thee only, where’er thou art— 
A loyal heart, and a strong true arm, 
Ready to shield thee from grief and harm. 
Dost thou accept it? Then give me mine, 
My own dear love, from those lips of thine. 


When you are old 
And cannot see, 
Put on your specks 
And think of me. 
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SHOULD YOU GO FIRST 


By Albert Kennedy Rowswell 


Should you go first and I remain 
To walk the road alone, 

I'll live in memory’s garden, dear, 
With happy days we've known. 

In Spring I'll watch for roses red, 
When fades the lilac blue, 

In early Fall when brown leaves call 


I'll catch a glimpse of you. 


Should you go first and I remain 
For battles to be fought, 

Each thing you've touched along the way 
Will be a hallowed spot. 

I'll hear your voice, I'll see your smile, 
Though blindly I may grope, 

The memory of your helping hand 
Will buoy me on with hope. 


Should you go first and I remain 
To finish with the scroll, 

No Iength’ning shadows shall creep-in 
To make this life seem droll. 

We've known so much of happiness, 
We've had our cup of joy, 

And memory is one gift of God 
That death cannot destroy. 


Should you go first and I remain, 
One thing I'd have you do: 

Walk slowly down chat long, lone path, 
For soon I'll follow you. 

I'll want to know each step you take 
That I may walk the same, 

For some day down that lonely road 


You'll hear me call —your name. 


WE KNOW 
HOW MUCH 
YOU LOVE THAT GAL 
BUT USE BOTH HANDS 
FOR DRIVING, PAL 
BURMA-SHAVE 


PENMANSHIP The Palmer method of handwriting was part of our learning 
how to write smoothly, clearly and make use of correct spelling which, 
later in life, became a most valuable tool. Below,we illustrate the 
beauty that could be achieved through this means of communication that 
should inspire you to reach that goal, too. Wouldn't it 

be better to spend more time on this very necessary 

personal involvement that could add immeasurably to 

one's pride in later years ? 
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This letter and the accompanying samples speak for themselves. What 


a pity that it is a dying art. 3 
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Grades 1-2-3 Center School June 191) 


Teacher Lottie Burr 


TOP ROW 1. Clarence Iby, 2. ? , 30 ? » he ? 5 5e ? » 6. Irene Ratti, 
pert? = 8 esohn Lundvali. 


MIDDLE ROW 1. ? , 2. Ashley Felton, 3. Lester Felton, . Ralph 
Sanderson, 5. Alfred Migneault, 6. Roy Prentiss, 7. Proctor 
és Cooke, 8. Henry Voisent, 9. Hobart Iby, 10. ? , , 
11. Thomas Byron. 


FRONT ROW vhs Charles Sanderson Dig. ae TD J he Napoleon Ratti, 
S. Florence Bourcier, é. SR sca Gagnon, 7. ? Symmes, 
8. Marguerite Cooke. 


Does anyone know the names of those missing above ? 
Corrections and omissions invited. 


Them Sure Wuz The “Good Old Days” 


In the golden chain of friendship ae of ee 


Please regard me as a link. Bry Think of the fun’ 
nei tena LE | 2) have had ‘together. Langer’ 
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DID You | 
VALENTINE? 7. 2 
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LiKE MY 
VALENTIN EN 
LERoy @ 


: { : EROY LOVED LETITIA BART 

af GO 80y Lov BOTTOM OF HIS HEART 
. OTHER GIRLS,OH,QUITE A CROP, 
HOPED THAT THERE WAS ROOM ON TOR. 
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|REMEMBER WHEN | 
YOUR GIRL KNEW {Zz 
YOU'D GIVE HER A | fe 
VALENTINE... 2 | 


As we 
there 


roam down memory lane again 
was something very special 
about St. Valentine's Day. It had 
a way of quickening the heartbeat 
when thinking of that "certain" 

one who meant so much to us and 
thoughts of romance filled the airl 
Memories: have a way of bringing out 
again cherished treasures of our 
childhood dreams and hopes. Dream 
on you young and fill your life 
with precious moments for years 
ereep up so fast ,.tovdim the vision. 


On Feb.7, 1905 Lt. Robert E. Peary, 
noted North Pole explorer, lectured 
to the Quinshipaug Woman!s Club in 

Milford. Did anyone from Bellingh- 
am hear him ?? Later he was made an 
Admiral and reached tne North Pole 

on April 6, 1909--REWEMBER ? 
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B® YOU REMEMBER ? 
SILVER THREADS AMONG 


‘Darling, I am growing old, silver 
threads among the gold ..” so begin 
the sentimental lyrics to one of the 
most enduring and endearing songs 
of ‘America’s past. 

Who isn’t familiar with the tune 
and most of the words? And yet when 
itt was written by Eden E. Rexford 
sometime in 1870. he had no idea it 
would ever be sung, for he wrote it as 
a fill-in poem for the Wisconsin Farm 
Journal, a magazine he edited for 
many years. 

Sometime later in the 70’s, a man 
by the name of Mart P. Danks saw an 
old copy of the farm magazine and 


THE GOLD 


by Merrie Evergreen 


the sentiment of the poem touched — 


him. He went to see the editor and 
author of the poem and during the 
visit, Rexford pulled out a batch of 
poems he had written and chucked 


.in his desk, where they lay forgotten. 


“Mr. Rexford, you have a rare ta- 
lent as a poet,” his visitor told him. 
“You should write more poetry, sir.” 

“Nope,” Eben Rexford replied, “no 
money in it.” 

At this point, Mr. Danks offered 
to buy all the poems the editor had 
strewn across his desk. 

“Sir, I'll give you three dollars for 
each of those beautiful poems.” 
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SOM ep ee, 


“It’s a deal, but I feel guilty tak- 
ing advantage of you,” Eben answer- 
ed, feeling Dank’s offer far too gener- 
ous. 


One of those poems, deemed worth- 
less by Eben Rexford, was destined to 
become famous. Moved by the senti-_ 


ment of Silver Threads Among the 


Gold, Mart Danks sat down and wrote 
a melody for jt, a melody that match- 
ed the poem with the haunting wist- 
fulness which endears it to around- 
the-piano singers now just as it did 
two generations ago. 


Soon there will be only a few left who will remember and hum 
It, too, will fall into the past as new 


this “oidie™ tune. 


songs take their place in the process of time. 
some tunes become immortal for a few centuries. 


SILVER THREADS AMONG 
THE GOLD 


Darling, I am growing old, 
Silver threads among the gold, 
Shine upon my brow today, 
Life is fading fast away; 
. But my darling, you will be, will be, 
Always young and fair to me, 


Yes! my darling, you will be, will be 


Always young and fair to me. 


Chorus 
Darling I am growing old, 
Silver threads among the gold, 
Shine upon my brow today, 
Life is fading fast away. 


When your hair is silver white, 


And your cheeks no longer bright, 


With the roses of the May, 

- I will kiss your lips and say; 

Oh! my darling, mine alone, alone, 
You have never older grown, 

Yes! my darling, mine alone, 

_ You have never older grown. 


Love can never-more grow old, 
Locks may lose their brown and 


gold; 
Cheeks may fade and hollow grow; 


But the hearts that love, will know 
Never, never winter’s frost and chill; 


Summer warmth is in them still, 
Never winter’s frost and chill, 
Summer warmth is in them still. 
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Fortunately 


- Love is always young and fair, 


What to us is silver hair, 


_ Faded cheeks or steps grown slow 


To the hearts that beat below? 
Since I kissed you, mine alone, alone. 
You have never older grown, 
Since I kissed you, mine alone, 
You have never older grown. 


‘ | Hear and Tell 


A grandparent received a surprise phone call from their little grand- 
laughter on their Birthday. When she was asked if she knew how old they 
--"Nope", ‘was the reply ! So then when she was informed that they 


ere 65 she was so shocked and, gasping with disbelief, blurted out 
3 citedly, "Why you are older than my mother }" 
Do you eilow the rest of this verse? Queries an oie timer of Town-- 


"Ten tousen Svedes run'tru de veeds-- _. 
chased by vun Norveegin 1" What's the remainder--if any ? 


BELIEVE IT OR NOT 


Overheard in Town--Can you top this 


7 ar AS ALOHA OE * NOW,WELL PLA 
eae THRE WAS MLOWA Of er claratent for the strangest "proposal" yet ? 
(_ DREAMG* YOU WANT TO WIND {(T AGAIN A young lad brought his special girl 


friend along with him to get a fish- 
ing license. After procuring the ~ 
precious document from our Town Clerk 
they started to leave his office when, 
suddenly he got his courage up at long 
last and as he whirled her about face 
he blurted out loud, "Might as well 
get a marriage license while we are 
here ?" This had been the first 
indication that he was really serious. 
-There was no chance to hesitate at 
"this point in time"---so, away they 
went and lived happily ever after! 

A “purrfect" union for sure. Honest, 
it's true |] What was your experience? 
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Sauatting Cal€, you 
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Winnie-ho-ho- She 
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in October issue, name of 
rst Lieutenant Bernard Joanis. 
forgot to mention water holes 
t were made in 193-35 in vari- 
prec cons. of Town to aid in the 
ing of fires. One was also 
| .as a "Swimming Hole" in summ- INDIAN LOVE CALL 
er and a skating rink in winter rf 

TRANSFORMATION 
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The = One of life’s greatest mysteries is how 
li e BELLINGHAM HISTOR ICAL COMMISS that idiot who married your daughter can 
wish you | all a most Happy nt. 7 be the father of the smartest grandchildren 

a in the world. 


Valentines Day--remember when ? 
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. A MEMORIAL TO ED SAWYER ' 
Lest we forget a friend who was the originator of "Crimpville Comments" | 
back in March of 1970 and who passed on to his reward on Feb.2, 1974 we 
take a moment to share a few excerpts from his first editions that he © "a 
promoted at his own expense. The present "Comments" hit the streets aD le 
February, 1973 and are now enjoyed across the country and overseas by "7 . 
former townspeople. They eagerly await "news from home" every month! 


CRIMPVILLE COMMENTS — 


(March 8, 1970) 


ets. ; 
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—— The Opinons Expressed in This Publication Are Not Necessarily Those of The Advertiser. — 
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WELCOME--to our first published issue of "CRIMPVILLE Comments." Our. 
hope and purpose ic to make this weekly publication the "Voice" of the 
residente of Fellingham. We intend to call the shots as we see them. If aay | 
our readers disagree with our views, they are more than welcome to present | : 
thier views for publication. In other words, Crimpville Comments is YOUR 
paper. 

A young couple couldn't wait to get married, so they got a preacher out 
of bed at one in the morning, to do the job. The next afternoon, a head= 
line in the local paper said, “Preacher ties knot in his pajamas." a 


Preparing for ; 
In an English churchyard is carvec the Worst. 


the following epitaph on one of Pity the poor mothers who, 20 bear | 
the ancient headstones: years ago, had their daughters (te 
vaccinated in places they thought 
"Remember man, that passeth by, wouldn't show. ae 
As thou art now, 80 once was I; ter as . . 7 
And as I am, so thou mist be; POWER OF THE PRESS. Sei h 
Prepare thyself to follow me." TT) ) Dawe ae re 
"I think we'll have a good potatoe 
Some visitor with a sense of humn- crop this year," a newspaper edi- 
or scribbled the following under- tor told his wife one morning. ia 
neath: "No such thing," said his wife, 
"To follow you, I'll not con- "I think the crop will be p_-r." 
sent, Ignoring the remark, the editor 
Until I know which way you proceeded to his office and in his 
went.". | paper printed his estimate of the ne 


potatoe crop for the year. 


: | 7 When he returned home, his wife , i 
was waiting for him with the paper | | 
in her hand. dP 

AM 


"I was wrong," she > 


It's too bad in a way, that said. "It says in the paper that 

the eagle was chosen for our we'll have a good crop this year.® 

National Emblem instead of the 3 
IK ed for ; rd 

Seeds a ee emir create Seen on an old tombstone in Maine over 


minds his own business, works ‘he grave of a farmer who outlived two 
. Wives, and was buried between them. | 74 
pasa ig a ee Sepp he a ip "Here I lie between two good wives, pipat 
ah tata Bland othe dp Tillie and Millie. I loved them both, = 
from good "ole Ed%--- | but let me tilt toward Tillie. y. 


